A MAGAZINE OF THE BIZARRE AND UNUSUAL %

REGISTERED IN _US. PATENT OFFICE

Volume 24 CONTENTS FOR OCTOBER, 1934 Number 4

Cover Design . . . . . . . .. .. ... .. .. M Brundage

Iustrating a scene in "The Black God’s Km”

The Black God'sKiss . . . . . . . . . « « . C. L. Moore
A steiking story by the authey of "Shambleas” and "Blacé Thirst”

The Seven Geases . . . . . . . . . . . . . Clark Ashton Smicth
A saga as xnzusual a3 it is interess-gripping, by a master of weird ﬁman

Old Sledge . . . . . . . ... ... ... . : PaulEms
A strange and eery piece of Jﬂenu-ﬁctmn

The Sleeper . . . « H. Bedford-Jones
The story of Ranjss Smgb wbo was led dld bmmi—:o tqu said

The Pistol . . . . . . . . « « « « « 8. Gordon Gurwit
An appeding story of & love so sirong tbd i braba through the barriers of Dasath

The Hill Woman . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Frances Elliott

Verse

The Trail of the Cloven Hoof (part4) . . . . . . . . Arlton Eadie
An astounding weird mystery nosel by a British master of thrilling fction

Children of the Mooa . . . . . . ¢« « « « « « « . A Leslie
Verse

upper for Thirteen . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Julius Long
A bricf 1ale of a ghasily jest

OldHouse . . . . . . . . . . .+« . « . . . MarvinLuter Hill
Verse

The People of the Black Circle (part2) . . . . . Robert E. Howard
A weird mavel abous Conar the barbarian adventurer and Yasmina of the golden throne

At the Bend of the Traill . . . . . . . . Manly Wade Wellman
A story of Africa and a vegetable monstrosity that fought the explorers in the jusgle

The White Prince . . . « « « « « + + « Ronal Kayser
A weird story of the Werld W'af :md a beratc exploit

Weird Story Reprint:

Fioraccio . . . . . . . . . . . . Giovanni Magherini-Graziani
A ghost story by an Italian writer

The Eyrie . . .

An informal chat with the readers

402
422
436
445
451
462
463
482
483
487
488
505
508

512
522

Published monthly by the Popular Flction Publishing Company, 2467 B. Washington Street, Indianapolls, Ind. Bn-
tered as second-class matter March 20, 1923, at the post ofice at Indlanapolis, Ind., under the act of March 3, 187%.
Pingle coples, 26 cents. BSubscription, $3.00 a year in the United Stutes, $4.00 & year in Canada. English office:
Charles Lavell, 13, Serjeant’'s Inn, Fleet Street, E. C. 4, London. The publishers are not responsible for the leas
of unsolicited ma.nuscrlpts although every care will be taken of such material while in their possession. The con-
tents of this magazine are fully protected by copyright and must not be reproduced either wholly or in part

without permission from the publishers.
NOTE—AIll manuscripts and communlcations should be addreased to the publishers’ Chicago office

North Michigan Avenue, Chicago, Il FARNSWORTH WRIGHT, Rditor.

at 840

Copyright, 1934, by the Popular Fiction Publishing Company. o

OOPYRIGHTED IN GREAT BRITAIN

WEIRD TALES ISSUED 1st OF EACH MONTH

»



M REPRINT

10raccio’

By GIOVANNI MAGHERINI-GRAZIANI

VERYBODY called him Fioraccio,
E but his real name was Antonio,
and he kept a little shop for bread
and macaroni just there by the bridge,
where the tobacconist’s is now. He was
a little man, short and thidk, always
dressed in a striped jacket and low shoes
which were never ticd. He never wore
a hat, summer or winter; and when the
sun shone on his head, which was as bare
as the back of your hand, it glittered like
a brand-new tin kettle. He had yellow
eyes like a cat’s. He always seemed to be
laughing in a sneering, scoffing fashion;
and when he spoke he whistled, because
he had lost his teeth; in front he had only
two left, one on each side. If there ever
was a rascal in this world, Fioraccio was
one, and one of the first; and in his own
place there was more talk of him than of
Barabbas in the Passion of Our Lord. 1
don’t mean to speak ill of him, all the
same; he’s dead now, and long since gone
to his own place.

As I said, Fioraccio had a shop where
he sold bread, wine, and macaroni, and
kept a sort of little inn. But the real shop
was behind, where the door opened into

*Trandlated frem the Italian,
512

the garden; there he kept a store of all
sorts of things—wood, cloth, old iron,
barrels, flasks, oil-jars, grain, wine, oil—
for Fioraccio was a recciver of stolen
goods; and whatever was stolen sooner or
later found its way to him, and in all the
years that he kept up this trade the police
never once got a single chance to lay
hands on him. They were after him, time
and again, and hundreds of times his
shop was searched, but to no purpose.
When they came to look, the goods were
safely hidden, and Fioraccio never
brought them to light until all danger
was over. If he bought anything he
never paid for it; nobody had ever seen
the color of his money; he paid in oaths.
If any went to his shop they never got
full weight. There was a saying, “At
Fioraccio’s some get eight, and some get
nine, but nobody gets ten.”

There were not the inspectors then as
there are now. For that matter, in his
shop nobody stopped to talk, nobody ever
got the right change; and if any made any
complaints, they got nothing but abuse.
For this reason nobody who was in a
hurry ever went to Fioraccio, and he trou-
bled himself little about his customers.

W.T—17



FIORACCIO

"I don't care if they don’t come,” he
said, “'they only give trouble.”

For that shop, you see, was only the
cover for the other one. But if there was
anything worth while going on, he was
ready enough to put himself out, and
often stayed up the whole night long.
Otherwise, he sat the whole blessed day
at the door of the shop, and had some-
thing spiteful to say to everyone who
passed; young or old, man or woman,
martied or unmarried, nobody escaped
his tongue.

He knew neither Easter nor Lent; one
day was the same as another to him. If
the boly sacrament passed by his door, he
dido’t even take the pipe out of his mouth
or get off his stool—be smoked faster
than ever, to show his disrespect. He
would hear nothing about Madonna ot
the saints; and if the priest asked him, as
he was blessing the houses, “Fioraccio,
do you want the holy water?” he would
answer: ‘T can give it myself.”

Hardly was his old father in his grave
when he cleared all the pictures and
crosses out of the house; and when the
old woman who swept out his rooms
asked him if he wasn't afraid of the judg-
ment, he answered,

“I don't want my wall covered with
rubbish.”

H he’'d been content with being
wicked himself! But he was always mak-
ing mischief, and putting other people up
to evil doings. He didn't even respect
innocence, and taught little boys to lie
and steal. For example, a nephew of his
own, about eleven years old, whom he
took to live with him—he said to the boy
every moming when he sent him out,

“Now mind you don’t come home
empty-handed tonight.”

And if he brought nothing he would
give him no supper, and even beat him
sometimes,

W.T—8
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“If you want your supper you must
carn it,”’ he told him.

N EAR the shop of Fioraccio there was
one belonging to an old aunt of his,
who was nearly blind. Fioraccio used to
send the boy into this shop to rob the
till; and as the boy was little, and there
wasn't the paper moncy, as there is now,
he used to tell him always to bring the
white money, and to take it while the old
woman was at the door, but not to take
too much at a time or people would find
it out. And when the boy brought scudi,
or other silver money, Fioraccio would
give him a sou or a toy.

But one day the boy was caught, and
beaten worse than a donkey. To excuse
himself he told the whole story, and how
he had been taught to steal, and by
whom. And Fioraccio, when he heard it,
beat him worse than ever, and turned him
out of the house. So Fioraccio remained
alone—alone in the house, and alone in .
the shop; and at last nobody came into
the shop any more, for they didn’t like
to be sworn at. “'Some day the earth will
open under his feet,” they said. They
called his shop “Inferno”; and even now,
if anyone is heard to swear very hard,
people say, “Holloa! has Fioraccio come
to life?” For he had become a proverb,
you know.

And so he lived for maay years; but at
last his time came, like other people’s,
He began to look very old, and to get up

-late, and go to bed early. The shop

would be open every other day; then open
two days and shut three days. He grew
to be a perfect skeleton, all skin and
bones. Everybody said, “Ah! Fioraccio
isn’t long for this world.”

And he wasn't. The shop was always
shut now. Sometimes he'd come to the
window in the middle of the day, when
it was fine, but be looked so dreadful it
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was enough to frighten one. It was old
age was the matter with him, and for that
there’s no cure. At last he took to his
bed; but instead of repenting and chang-
ing for the better, he went on worse and
worse. He blasphemed like a fiend. The
worse he was, the worse he swore. At
last the old womam, who was the only
creature that went near him, told him that
if he didn’t stop swearting she wouldn’t
come any more.

*“Why not?” asked Fioraccio.

“Because I'm afraid that some day the
devil will come and carty us both off,”
said the old woman.

“'Oh, the devil! and the devil! If there
was one really, he’d have made me a visit
long ago,” said he.

The priest, when he heard how ill
Fioraccic was, said to himself, I must
go to him; there’s no help for it!"”

And he went; but they say he made a
fast that day, though it wasn’t in the cal-
endar. He knocked, and went upstairs.
When Fioraccio recognized the priest'’s
voice, he said,

“What does that fellow want with me?
I won’t see him.”

“How? you won’t sec him!” said the
old woman, “It seems to me it is only

lite of him to make you a visit.”

“Oh yes, I dare say, but I don’t care
for such politeness; priests are like owls,
birds of ill omen. And ’

But the old woman had opened the
door by this time, and beckoned to the
priest to come in.

The priest entered the room.

“But I told you not to come inm,”
howled Fioraccio.

"Good morning, Antonio.”

Fioraccio only growled.

*“T heard you were ill, and

“It was something that they didn’t say
I was dead.”

“And I thought I would come and see

WEIRD TALES

you.” So he began to talk; but as soon as
he tried to bring the talk round to the
point he desired, Fioraccio always changed
the subject. At last the priest grew des-
perate, and laying his hand on Fioraccio’s
shoulder: -

“Fiore,” he said, “‘you mustn’t be an-
gry if I speak seriously to you. You
know that we haven't only the body to
look afte »?

“I know what you mean; but when I
want to confess I'll send for you.”

“But, of course, whenever
choose——"

“Pray don’t trouble yourself. ’

But the priest wouldn't be content
without preaching a little; so he began to
talk of repentance, and restitution, and
such things. When Fioraccio heard the
word “‘restitution” he flew into a rage,
and called out,

“Did I ever rob you of anything?”

*I don’t mean that; I mean *

“Now, listen, Mr. Rector. You and I
do very well as long as we are apart, but
if we meet we disagree. So, if we're to
have peace, you'd better not come here
any more. Do you hear?”’ And he turned
his back, and not another word would he
say.

“"How goes it?"" asked the old woman.

“"He won't hear of it. If those above
don'’t take it up, I don’t see what is to be
done. Tomotrow I'll come, at all events,”
said the priest.

“The Lord and Our Blessed Lady
grant it.” But before the next day Fiorac-
cio suddenly grew worse, and before the
priest could get to him he was dead.

This happened in 1837, and there are
plenty of people living now that remem-
ber the whole story, and can tell it you
Detter than I can. Scarcely was he dead
when he turned black all over, so that it
was a horror to look at him. They rang
the bell, carried him to church, and then

you
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into the churchyard, where they buried

him.

THE next morning, before day (it was
hardly four o'clock), the priest was
in bed, when he heard a knock at the
door, and asked who was there, thinking
some sick person wanted him,

“It's Cecco, the sexton,” said the ser-
vant. A

“What, in Heaven's name, does he
want at this hour?”

“*Wants to see your teverence,”

“'Send him in; let's see what it is.”

Cecco appeared at the door, hat in
hand.

“What's the matter now?"”

“Something you'll hardly believe.
Didn’t your reverecce bury Fioraccio yes-
terday?”

"Of course I did. What about it?”

“He's got up again.”

“"What?"

“He’s got up again.”

“Impossible!”

“It's the case, all the same. I was pass-
ing by on my way to work in the field.
When I was passing the burial-ground I
turned round to Jook in, and there, just
where we buried him, I saw something
white. I thought I must be dreaming,
and as by chance I had the key in my
pocket, I went in to look. It was he—
Lord keep us from lies!'—but I turned
short round, and came away without
looking back.”

*"So you came here and waked me.”

“Whom else was I to come to? The
strange thing is that the earth looks as if
it hadn’t been touched.”

“Someone must have done it to play
you a trick. You're sure the gate was
locked?”

“Locked and bolted. And he wasn't
very pleasant to go near, either.”

“Did you bury bim again?”’
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“Not I,indeed! And, perhaps, your rev-
erence must come, for perhaps it isn’t all
quite natural. I mean-—you know——"

“This morning 1 can’t manage it; I
have that affair at X

“You could come before that; the
whole thing won't take more than an
hour.”

*No, no; mind what I tell you. Go and
bury him again.”

“By "

“Only you put him deep enough, I'll
promise you he won’t come above-ground
again.”

The sexton turned his hat round and
round. At last:

“Your reverence shall be obeyed,” he
said. "I'll go and get the tools.”

And he went out; but before he shut
the door the priest called him back.

*'Say nothing about this, you know.”

“Your reverence may depend upon me.
I won't say anything.—Well,” said Cecco
to himself, as he drew the door to after
him, “'at least I shall have lived to say I've
buried the same man twice.”

The next morning there he was again.
The priest called out:

“*What now?"

“Same old story.”

“What story?”

“Fioraccio.”

“Above-ground again?”

“Just that.”

It doesn’t seem possible.”

“But it’s so. If you don’t believe me
come and see for yourself.”

"I do believe you, but what can I do?
You must just bury him again. Someone
must have. "’

“If you saw the state he’s in you
wouldn’t think anybody would be likely
to want to meddle with him.”

“I don’t know. Sometimes——"

“Well, I'll bury him this time, and
then we'll see.”
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HAT same day—I remember it as if
it were yesterday—I was taking some
tools to the smith to be mended, when 1
came upon Lecco coming away from the
burial-ground with the spade in his hand.

“Been putting somebody to bed?” I
asked.

“If you knew!” said he.

*What?”

“T've just buried Fioraccio.”

“Only now? What did you keep him
above-ground so long for? Wanted to be
quite sure he was dead?”

“I've buried him over again—twice.”
And he told me the whole story.

I wouldn’t believe him, and I remem-
ber saying: “T'm sure somebody helps
him to get above-ground.”

“Somebody does, you may be sure, and
it’s easy to guess who.”

“1 know what you mean. Somebody
who has no need of a spade. Look here,”
I went on. “Let’s you and I come and
watch here tonight, and see who comes.
Are you afraid?”

“No!” he answered; “'not with you. I
wouldn’t stay alone, though.”

“Say nothing to anybody, and at nine
o'clock tonight I'll come for you, and
we'll see if I'm right.”

That night at nine o’clock there I was.

“Shall we go?”

“Come along; but we'll take some-
thing in our hands, in case it should be
anybody.”

So we each took a thick stick, and start-
ed for the cemetery. It was an ugly black
night, promising rain. Outside we
couldn’t stay; we should have been seen.

“*Where can we go?”

“Let’s go in.”

Cecco opened the gate, and we went in;
but we could not shut the gate when we
were inside.

“Leave it ajar,” said I; “if aoyonme
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comes it won’t be by the gate, but over
the wall.”

“But here we shall be seen.”

*Where's he buried?”

“There, by the dead-house.”

“Let's go in there, then,”

“In the dead-house?”

“*Where else? There’s no other place.”

There was a bench, and we sat down.
I began to light my pipe.

*What are you doing?” asked Cecco.
“If they see the light they'll know there’s
someone here.”

“Ch yes, as if I was going to stay here
all night without even smoking; I should
8o to sleep.”

We said very little more; neither he
nor I had any wish to talk. We heard
nothing but the bats, which kept flying
in and out; now aad then a dog barked.

THE clock struck eleven. I thought I
heard steps on the road, but they
passed by.

“It's Faustino,” said Cecco. *I know
his whistle”—for he had begun to whis-
tle as he passed the gate, as people do
when they feel a little timid. About half
an hour later an owl flew close by my
face, and gave me a great start; but she
was afraid of us, and flew off, and we
heard her hoot outside.

“It must be nearly midnight.”

"We might go now. Nothing is likely
to happen tonight,” said I.

“*"'Wait till the clock strikes.”

“Very well, we'll wait.”

“Listen, there's the clock. One, two,
three, four, five, six, seven, eight, nine,
ten, eleven—twelve.”

I felt him catch me by the arm.

“Look, look there!”

There, where Fioraccio was buried, the
earth began to heave and roll, rising
slowly, slowly, as if it were pushed up
from below, and we saw him rise out of
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it upright; he remained so for a moment,
and then fell at full length on the grave.
Cecco said not a word, but strode off
across the cemetery and went out, and I
after him. I wanted to turn back and
look if it were really he, but I hadn’t the
courage; I passed close by him, but I
didn’t look. Cecco was trembling from
head to foot; I knew by his voice.

“Did you see?”" he said.

“I saw it. Won't you shut the gate?”

“I won’t touch anything. The rector
must come tomorrow and see for himself
—he wouldn’t believe me. Tll go
straight to him now, and you must go
with me.”

“But we can’t go at this hour,” said I;
“tomorrow morning early, rather. I'll go
home with you to sleep. I told them at
home that I should be out all night.”

IN THE morning early we went to the
priest, and told him all that happened.
“And what are we to do?”” he asked.

“If your reverence doesn’t know, who
should?” asked Cecco.

“If you tried *?

“Tried what? Burying him again?
You see it's of no use.”

“Certainly it is no use,” said I; “in holy
ground he won't stay, that’s quite plain—
such a rascal as he was.”

“Hush!” said the priest. “Don’t tell
anyone of this—I lay it on your con-
sciences; and, besides, we have no right to
judge the dead. You, Cecco, go and put
him once more underground.”

"“Your reverence may command me in
everything, but, saving your presence, I
can’t and I won't go back to the cemetery
again; here’s the key, but go I won't—
that's flat.”

“Never mind, I'll send someone with
you, if you're frightened. And you”—
to me—""go to the convent of
with a note for the father superior.”
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He wrote the note, and I took it to the
convent. ‘The superior read it, and said
to me,

“I understand; tell the rector that
everything shall be done as he asks.”

I took back the answer to the priest.

“Have you got him underground?” I
asked.

“Yes, but I thought we never should
manage it, I assure you.”

“Do you want anything more of me?”

“Not now; tonight, perhaps. If I
want you I'll send for you.”

“You will find me at home; I'll come
directly.”

All the while I was at work I was
wondering what the priest could want of
me, but I thought it must have some-
thing to do with Fioraccio. Just after
sunset the priest’s nephew came to tell me
I was to go to the parsonage. I went,
and found there two Capuchin friars,
who had come to exorcise Fioraccio. The
priest wanted me to come with him,

“When?" I asked.

“Tonight.”

“Then I must go and tell my wife.”

"What in the world are you doing al-
ways out at night?”’ asked she.

I told her some story or other, and
after supper I went off to the priest. He
would have it that I should sup again
with him. The friars would neither eat
nor drink, and we heard them praying
aloud in the next room, and reciting the
office. Just before midnight one of the
friars put his head in at the door and said:

“It is time now. Let us go.”

The priest turned pale, but he was
forced to make a virtue of necessity and
to come with us. We took a lantern, and
went out of the house by the garden door.

THERE were five of us—the priest, the
two friars, Cecco, and I, all as silent
as the grave; in the dark, that way, we
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seemed like conspirators. I was in front
with the Capuchins; Cecco and the priest
came behind. When we came to the gate
I lit the lantern; plenty of trouble it gave
me, too; I thought it would never light,
but at last I found a match that would
kindle.

The priest was the first to enter the
cemetery.

“What did I tell you?” whispered
Cecco; “there he is again!”

I was in front. The light fell full on
the face of Fioraccio. But why do I call
it a face? It was black as charcoal, with
open mouth and those two yellow teeth,
and the yellow eyes wide open, shining
in the darkness. I turned sick and
stopped short.

“Heavens! how ugly he is!"” I cried.

“Hush!” said the friar who was nearest
me.

Then they put on their stoles, opened
their books, sprinkled the dead with holy
water, and recited the service of exorcism.
I held the light; the priest clung to my
sleeve, and I felt him tremble; indeed,
from time to time he gave such convul-
stve starts that the lantern shook in my
hand, and the friars could not see to read.

“Antonio! Antonio!” called out the
friar, “Antonio! answer, in God's name.”

Not a word did he say.

“Try, calling him Fioraccio; perhaps he
won’t answer to his Christian name.”
This I whispered into the friar's ear.

The Capuchin sprinkled the corpse
once more with holy water, then began
calling,

“Fioraccio, answer, answer!”

There came a deep voice, hollow-
sounding and far away, as if from fath-
oms underground.

“Who calls me? What do you want?”’

It was the devil, who answered for
him,

“Wky do you not stay where you have
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been laid. What is the reason you do not
rest?”

“Because I can not.”

“Why can you not rest?”

“Because——" And he began to tell
us why. Such things! such things! that

" he had done in life. 'The priest put it all

under the seal of confession with us after-
ward. He said that he was damned body
and soul. And saying this, he swore a
fearful oath. And then he said,

“Take me away from here.”

*"Where do you want to go?”

“To the Armo. Under water twenty
braccios deep, where I can hear no bells.”

“You shall have three braccios.”

We heard another oath, always in that
voice underground, for Fioraccio’s mouth
never stirred. And the friars sprinkled
him again with holy water.

“For the last time; how much water
must you have?”

*“Five braccios.”

*You shall have thtee, and no mote.”

He went on swearing. At last he said,

“Well, if I must I must, but not in too
much of a hurry.”

And at that moment we saw some-
thing, dressed all in red, fly up over the
wall,

“We must come back tomorrow,” said
the friars. “God have us all in his holy

keeping!”

E LEFT the cemetety; you should
have seen the priest how he trem-
bled. The next day he sent for me and
told me,
“"We must take him away tonight, and
you must make a coffin for him.”
“But I never made a coffin in my life.”
“You can manage it somehow. You
can generally get to the end of what you
undertake. And it needn’t be such a fine
piece of work, you know, so long as it
holds together,”
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“"Well,” said I, “T'll do my best.”

1 went home, and looked up some
chestnut planks I had, and made the cof-
fin. Then I went to the parsonage, where
I found the Capuchin friars and the priest
talking together.

“The coffin is done,” I said.
bring it here?”

“What are you thinking of? Tonight,
after dark, you must take it to the cem-
etery and put him into it; you can call
Cecco, if he will go with you—in short,
do the best you can; only get him into the
coffin. Then he must be carried—some-
how. a

“I understand,” said I; “'I am to look
after the whole business. Very well, I'll
see what I can do. Cecco wouldn’t hear
of carrying him; we had better ask some
of the Brotherhood.”

“No; because we must keep it as quiet
as we can,”

“As quiet as you like. But it is a long
way to the Arno, and that coffin is made
of chestnut. It is heavy, I can tell you.”

“Can'’t you find a cart?”

It was settled that I should borrow my
cousin’s cart, and the priest should find
some more men. Then I went for Cecco,
who made no end of difficulty about com-
ing, and after dark we carried the cofin
to the cemetery. There he was again,
uglier than ever. One could see that he
was damned only to look at him.

“"Here, Cecco,” said I, “help me to lift
Kim.”

I turned round. No Cecco. I ran out
of the gate, and found him in the road.

“Look here,” said he, "if you can’t
manage it by yourself, you must get some-
body else, for you've seen the last of me
in there.”

I went back. T had a great mind to
run away, too, but I had promised his
reverence, and, besides, it wouldn’t have
done to make a scandal. So I set the cof-

“Shall 1
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fin on its side, and rolled him into it
Blessed Virgin! it almost made me faint
away. Then I had nothing better to do
than to turn round and look at him. It
was the light, perhaps, but he looked just
as if he was grinning as he used to when
he was alive. I threw the cover on, any-
how, and bolted as hard as I could go.

The priest had told me to harness the
cart toward ten o'clock at night, when
there would be no one about, and bring it
to the cemetery. I found waiting for me
at the gate the priest, the two friars,
Cecco, a brother of Cecco’s, and three
others whom the priest had sent for. We
took up the coffin irr silence, and put it in
the cart; then I took the donkey by the
bridle, and we set off. It was a dark, close
night, when one could hardly breathe or
see where one was going, though we had
two lanterns. 'What we went through on
that road God only knows—now we were
on this side of the road, now on that,
now among the trees, never ten paces
straight ahead; and the poor donkey tugged
and tugged, as if the coffin had been made
of lead. Every minute one or the other of
the lanterns went out. From time to
time we passed through a thick fog, so
thick that we lost sight of one another, of
the east, of everything.

The friars went on muttering prayers
and sprinkling holy water, and we rec-
ommended ourselves to God and to the
Madonna. Even I lost courage alto-
gether. As for the poor priest, we had
to leave him at 2 farmhouse on the road,
for he could go no farther. But that was
nothing to what followed. Just as we
passed the turning at the mill of
a hurricane burst over us that uprooted
trees, carried off hay-stacks, tiles off the
roofs, all sorts of things. We were sur-
rounded by a cloud of leaves, twigs,
straw, and dust. I never remember an-
other such whirlwind. Two hay-stacks
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flew off into the air as if they had been
locks of tow; a big pine-tree that two
men couldn’t clasp round went rolling
over the plain like a twig; and along the
banks of the Arno oaks uprooted, wil-
lows twisted together like yarn. Nothing
was to be seen of the cart or of the beast
—nothing; we could not tell which way
they had gone. We commended our
souls to Heaven, and went on,

I poN’t know how we found our way to

the bank of the Arno, just where it is
deepest. We could hardly recognize the
place. We found the donkey standing
there, quite still.

“Here,” said the friar. ,

*No,” said the same voice we had
heard in the cemetery. ‘“More water—
more water!” And then oaths, to make
one’s hair stand on end with fright.

“No; there’s enough here.”

Then more oaths, and more oaths,

“Here,” said the friar, "I command
you, in the name of God!”

All of a sudden there was a great rush
and sputter of flame, as if one had thrown
sulfur on a fire, and we saw a figure
like a galley-slave, all in red, and heard a
splash and a gurgle, and when we looked
at the cart it was empty. I went home,
put the beast in the stall, and turned to
go to the house.

“Who's that?” cried my wife. “Wait;
I'll get up.”

I didn't answer; it didn’t seem as if it
was me she was speaking to.

“Will you have something to eat?”” she
said. *"You had no supper yesterday. I'll
make a fire and cook this bit of beef; it
will only take a minute.”

So saying, she began to kindle the fire.

WEIRD TALES

I looked on while my wife put a fagot
on the coals, which began to sputter and
send out sparks, and I said, withcut
thinking,

“Just like him.”

“Just like whom?” said she.

Y perceived that I had said too much,
and wanted not to say anything more; but
it was of no use, she had it all out of me.

.1 tried to eat, but couldn’t swallow a

mouthful. I went to bed. When I was
nearly asleep I heard the house door
open. I listened, and heard a noise as if
the kettle and the bucket were rolling
over the floor.

“There’s somebody there,” said my
wife. :

“Hush,” said I; “I hear them,” for the
noise began again.

“Get up; there’s someone there.”

I got up and went into the kitchen.
Nobody was there—the bucket and the
kettle each was in its place, the door shut
and bolted. 1 went back to bed, but
couldn’t close an eye until morning. The
noise kept on all night in the kitchen.

The next morning, when I went out, I
met the old woman who had taken care
of Fioraccio. She stopped me and asked
me about what had happened in the
night, of which she had heard something.
When I told her about the noise in the
kitchen, she said,

“At that same hour I could not sleep,
and I took up my rosary, meaning to say
it for him. Hardly had I begun when I
saw him appear, all dressed in red, and
he said to me,

* ‘No need to say it for me; it's of no
use. I'm damned—damned for all eter-

nity." "




